THE HAME OF WIFE.
ARTHUB M. BANTER.

wife!" blessed word of fond content,
& ) fairest gift kind Hegven has sent,

" Orman can know on earth;

A =mlhremmm

-4 in thoee haloyon days of yors,
'When love first had itsbirth,

SWile," only wife could ever be

As dear and precious unto me,

_ 'The same delight instill ;

¥ ' once held the fondest charm,
' The mind to please, the heart to warm,

But “wife’ ia dearer still.

1 love you, wife, I love your smils,
" Bwest wife, 50 innocent of guile,
. 1 love each word you speak,
[ love the motion of your lips
Ilove to your finger tips,
t, loving, wise and meek,

Your sympathy is troe and sure,

For you all things 1 can endure,
And overcome all wrong ;

75 Your gentle smile to light the way,

Your faith to encourage day by day,
Would make the weakest strong.

WMy wife,” I love the lingering sound,
1n it all tenderness is found,
Precious to me as life;
Dearer than "swectheart' or than “friend"
All charms and virtues in it blend,
Bweet, precious name of “wife.”

SEASIDE COTTAGE.1 o

wosnea and Sojourners at a Pleasans Sam-
+ mer Hesort Near Moaton.

BY JENNY JUNE.
[ Crpyrighted, 1881,

Names are often misnomers ; this is not.
The cottage in which I am writing has the
#oa on almost every side of it, and & week or
two weeks, with the salt-sea air bloving in
st avery window,is an ocean trip without the
discomfort and with the great events of an
ootan voyage, viz., the sight of great steam-
emand the sight of land thrown in. For we
are here on the bay as well as the sea, and
0o ship leaves Boston harbor that does not
sail majestically past Seaside Coltage and
fling & salute from its pennant to the eyes
that watch it from the beach or the window.

Hull is now a summer resort, constantly
growing in imponance because of its near-
ness to Boston—less than an hour's sail—but
was once a little fishing-village, occupying
an fsland of itself, and quite isolated, not
-anly from the mainland of Boston, but
from that which now forms the rest of the
promontory, and known as the ‘“‘South
Bhore.! This shore-line constitutes the
beach of Nantasket, and upon it sre the
towns of Hingham, Cohasset, and the Coney
Island collection of hotels, pavilions, and
boarding-houses of Nantasket. There was
alwaysa ‘‘bar’’ between Hulland Nantasket,
but it was generally covered with water and
was only an obstacle to boats, wugons and

. But a viclent storm arose,
and blew and drifted sand and stones to
such good purpose that when it was over
the roadway was found to have been formed
upon the bar and the permanent connection
established, which has since made one town-
ship of Hull and Nantasket, and gives to the
residents of the latter, our summer guests,
an unbroken beach-side of five or six miles
upon firm and smooth sand, and diversified
by a curious and unusual blending of wide
wea views, the breaking of the waters upon
theshore, and an English greenness of grass
and trees and vine-covered walls.

‘Where you land at Huil thereis a pretty
club-honse, with broad piazzas, from which
£the members and their friends watch the
progrem of regattas, and where once in two
‘weoks a hop is given, which brings out the
preity girls staying at the hotels—and
nsturally the young men, On the sides of
the one street from the landing are the
hotels, the shops, and the postoffice, the
former supplemented during the summer by
dealers who come from Boston with tempt-
ing confectionery and the like, but not as
yet with painted plaques and city millinery.
The shade bata and deep pokes occupy a

case in the grocery stores, and vary

ten to twenty-five centa each. 1bonght
one for the Iatter sum, trimmed it with a
bine gauze veil, and put it on while waiting
for “change.’” The “'swell'’ summer cottages
are upon Bnow hill, which commands a
magnificent near and distant view, and an
active and ever-changing psnorama.

In a cosy nook, near the bend of the road,
whess you turn down to the shore road,
stands a cottage painted yellow, with brown-
tiled roof, which is the summer hame of the
Boston poet—John Boyle O'Reilly—and his
family. It is closed now, for the summer
seidents remain in town for the sake of its
asrly peas and strawberries, salad and as-
paragte, and do not put in an appearanes
unkil the first of July, just in time to escape
ety pistol-shooting and fire-crackers. Hull
i proverbially healthy, and the proof of it
o thatin a pretty housea little farther along
lves an elderly resident—a man of seventy-
Beven years—who a year ago married a com-
pasatively young wifeand is now the proud
and happy father of a fine boy.

The road skirts the foot of a hill, which
separsies the villuge from the shore, and st
the foot of the water side of this hill stands
“Beaside’” Cottage. The owner la a lady,
Mim Floretta Vining, the only daughter
of a leather merchant of Boston, who made
his winter home in Quincy, his summer
home in Hull, and spent his life in accumu-
Iating. His dsughter, who was devoted to
him while he lived, is now the second larg-
&k property-owner in Hull, another lady,
Miss Sarah Jones, being the first. The policy
of Mim Jones is restrictive, of Miss Vining,
expansive. Miss Vining is well educated,
and & model woman proprietor. She main-

ing salt-sea air, which meets with no obsta |
cles save the hills, and the pilot-boats which

| goout and come In from the station below |

us. It is a perpetual delight to find the sen

| In front of us, to know that a street with gas |

mains and an “elevated’’ road, and grocerics
and forlorn-looking people cannot take its
place. It is & never-ending pleasure to sit or

e and look out upon the blue water, hear
the swish of the waves, see the gay yachts

| #all up nnd down, and the great ocean steam-
| ers as they go out or come in. The walk
| upon the beach is auite a fashionable prom-

enade, and the carriage road from Hull o
Nantucket and the ‘‘Jerusalem" road pass
the pretty recessed corner in which Beaside
Cottage is located. It is, therefore, lord of
itsell and of much of the surrounding neigh-
borhood, without seeming in the least lono!y
or isolated, and may feirly claim kinship
with two hemispheres, for there s nothing
but the long stretch of ocean between us and |
the soil of Great Britain.

The ovenings are no less delightful than
the mornings, for there is still the sea more
deeply, darkly, beautifully blue, and all the
horizon toward the water line studded with
lights as the sky with stars. There isthe |
Long Island light and the red “'bug" light. |
the “Boston" revalving light, the twin lights |
and “Minot's"” light, the last marking the
pilot-line for “luside’” and “outside’ eruis
ers, It looks to be about s mile, but it is |
really twenty-two miles to the Middle |
“Brewster,” where the lighthouse stands, |
from which the brilliant revolving ligh
flashes out its rays. Beyond it on one side is |
an fsland known as Big Brewster; below it
another called Little Brewster, while the |
other, as before remarked, is known as Mid- |
dle Brewster., Evidently the individual who |
gave these names had read the nursery stoy |
of the three bears—the great bear, the mid- |
dle-sized bear and the little bear—and remen-
bered it.

The sunsets here are gorgeous, and have
all the characteristics of color and ocoasiona!
mirage effects of sunsets at sea. The lovei:
opaline tints of the sky, its gold and fire, ure
all reproduced in the water, and are brought |
in wavesto your feet s if thetreasures of the
world were being poured out at them. Whil.
the west in bathed in this refulgent mass of
color the green hills at the enst and south are
darkened, their ontlines growing more dis-
tinct in the half light and the red-tiled cot-
tages in the distance gleaming out upon the
eastern summit like jewels upon the brow of
the coming night.

The*venther here is as treacherons as the
sea. You mever know when yon are “in"’
for a gale, unless, like the fishermen, you
watch the signs very close. A mirage is a
sure token of ‘'dirty"” weather within
twenty-four hours, and a weather-beaten |
pilot looking at an innocent little cloud |
will predict a gale when sea and sky are !
calm and the atmosphere at its stillest and |
hottest. Btoves are nevertaken down inthis |
latitude, for you never know when they will
be wanted, and to be always armed against
the emergency is discovered o be the only
way to get the best of the emergency. |

The best dressis navy-blue flannel, and |
the popular dress with summer visitors is
twilled flannel—cream, gray, navy-blue, or
wood brown, with red hat, and vest, The |
children wear large red hats, or cream
Gretchen bonnets, and make a charming,
pleturesque part of the landseape. !

Mr. Lawrence Barrect's summer home is
st Cohasset, just above or below Hull, on the |
south shore; and he is now staying there
with his friend, Edwin Booth, who plays |
with him next season, in what will be the |
finest star combination ever seen since Mr.
Booth played with Irving in London. Rob-
son and Crane have also a cottage near here; |
and on Nantasket Beach, a mile or two away, |
near Btrawberry Hill, is the cottage where
Captain Webb's family were spending the
summer when he lost his life at Niagara,

There are always “‘originals” in these old-
time villages, and there areseveral in ‘‘old”
Hull. The most public of these characters is
“Uncle Billy," a poor, half-witted, battered
and weather-beaten old fellow, who may be
seen any day wheellng & barrow and care-
fully packing it with chips and bits of drift-
wood which he picks up on the beach.
““Uncle Billy" lives with an sged mother,
who sattends to his few wants and keepa him
clean, while by picking up chips, doing er-
rands and collecting stores of “yarbs" he
supplies the meagre wherewithal for their liv-
ing. He is perfectly hurmiess and is so ab-
sorbed in his various occupations, attends to
them so conscientiously, is so particular as
to the exact position of every chip he puts
into his barrow, and fills it so gencrously,
that one cannot but feel that he mighit have
been made for better things. In fact, the
legend is that & blow from 8 drunken father
= before his birth —and the terror of
his violence and cruelty deprived the unborn
child of his proper amount of sense, though
pot seemingly of oonscience. Curiously
enough, though he never goes to church,
and could not understand the preacher if he
did, he puts on & clean shirt, wears a coat
and will not pick up chips on Sunday. But
he goes juto the woods and gathers his
herbe, ties them in bunches and hangs them
on the walls and ceiling of the lean-to
of the cottape where he lives. Perhaps
this dim idea of respect for the day is as true
an act of worship as if it were performed
:::l.lu within the walls of the finest cathe-

BY THE WAY.

HE GOT HIS WISH.
I'm weary, doctor, and 1 need
Rest from this over-active state;
Bo, fortune heard and gave him heed
And made him .wl.lki.n‘ delegate,

L
The pugilistio toper gets his fill of punches
and then punches his fill.

WHEN THE BLOOM 18 O, BT0.
He looked upon his biooming nose
And sadly sung with tearful eye,
“This lurid blossom, I suppose,
Has long been ‘coming thro' the rie.’"
L J
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Solalife! Ay, the nm pomsion
and breath to my singing.

As anightingale's song, that s full of sweet-
ness

As .zmum:ﬁ'.mmdm skies

a token,
Bo In love! Aye, thelove thatshall fall when
his pinion isbroken.

As the tramp of the legions when trumpels
their challenge are sending,

As the shout of the storm-god when light-
nings the black sky are rending, *

So Is power| Aye, the power that shall le
in the dust at its ending.

Boshort is our life; yet with space for all
things to forsake us,

A bitter delusion, a dream from which
naught can awake us,

Till death's dogging footsteps at morn or st
eve shall o'ertake us.

MY FIRST MURDER CASE.

BY OYRUB ¥. M'NKUTT.

[ Copyrightea, 1781.]

L
One morning in April, 1865, as I waa pass-
ing along the street to my office, 1 saw &
group of men listening to one of their num-
ber while he read. Approaching and look-

| ing over the shoulder of the reader, in my

eagerness forgetting my manners, I saw
the startling head-lines:

ABSASSINATEDI

DAYID CARE STARBED TO DEATH IN RIS FIELD
WHILE PLOWING,

A Wealthy and Imfluential Citisen Suspacied, and
Officers on I Track— Thomas Doly, Larr's
Landlord, (he Allrged Murderer.

Before I could enter upon further inquiry,
the crowds gathered about the public square
suddenly began to convesge to one point and
to gase eastward. And in a minute more the
ory went up—

*“They'vegot the murderer | Yonder they
come. They've got old Doty."”

And presently two officers on horseback
and bearing Doty between them on a third
horse came down the street and bent their
way toward the jail.

1t chanced that I had been the sttorney in
some small affairs of both the dead man and

1
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the prisoner and was naturally grestly
shocked.

Doty, ignorant and entirely untutored,
oot knowing so much as the alphabet, was as
stolid and immovalile s man as one would
see in a day’s journey. He was the type of
aclass that has always been an enigma to
thinking people. He had accumulated
riches and yet possessed no other mental en-
dowment than the fagulty for money-getting
and the few and inconsiderable accessories
usually found along with it.

ButI could not but feel pity for the
wretched old man (he was quite seventy
years), when, as he passed ncar me, I saw
his utterly hopeless air.

1 proceeded to my office, but was shortly
followed by an officer *‘who informed me
that Doty wished to see me.

Ihad expected this, and though young,
ambitious and poor, I recall yet the feeling
of trepidation, amounting almost to regret.
Banguine, nervous, ardent, yet I shrank from
the contemplstion of such an awful respon-
aibility asthat of having the care of a mag's
life upon me. I had been at the bar for but
twoor three years, and while I bad met a
fair degree of success, my cases had been
chiefly along the lineas of civil and soms
minor criminal business.

Going tothe jail, T was admitted and wes
soon alone with ¥ client.

“Uncle Tom'" (for so he was called by the
people of his neighborhood), *“how ia this?
I began inas cheerful & volce as I eould

E
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Without g
his side, and in & moment we were flying
along the'great road eastward. ;
unquestioning behavior will be better
nﬁuooawuun-ymmm
was my most Intimsie asssociste and
& man

brave, { and
ever m».m 1 remem-

bered,too, that T had often heard him speak
of the prisoner in the warmest terms—as his
and benefactor

friend ’

"“Now) Blake, if you have not entirely lost
your senses,” I began, *'l think yon must
see that [ am entltied to an explanstion of
thhrlltuonlimrynnlndl'n::'

'"Yes, y=u; certainly,’ answered, con-
fusedly, and s if it had not before ooourred
%o him that Idid not fully understand his

“:;;. you see” he wenton, "1 owe
everytling [ have in the world to this old
man "

""What did he ever do for you?™ I ques-
tioned, for I knew Doty was regarded as hard

lndgluping‘
‘"He loaned me $2,000 when [ wasn't worth
five hundred. It was war times and with it
1 made my fortuna!” (Though nut yet
thirty &nd starting with nothing, Blake was
easily worth two hundred thonsand.)
“"'What interest did you pay ‘Uncle Tom' I
I asked, knowing that Doty loved usury
s and hoping to cocl my friend's
o,

“Ten per cent., but it was worth a thou-
sand! And he required no surety! If he
had, I conldn't have given it, and I'd be as
poor as a church-mouss to-day!" was his
answer, and he evinoed more yehemencs and
enthusissm than ever.

“And he isn't gullty, either!" he cried, as
he bent forward and laid whip to his already
bounding horses. It was six miles from the
county scat to the scene of the murder; we
were already half way, and the above was all
I knew aa to the purpose of our visit.

“What are you up to?' I said presently,
with some impatience.

“Tracks! plowed ground | There's tracks!"
he gjuculated. And I said no more.

Fifty people had gathered about the scene
when we arrived. And this s what we dis-
covered :

Carr had been plowing in & field of fallow,
comprising twenty acres or more. In the
last furrow and about 100 yards back from
where the plow, with the dead body acrossit,
still stood, the deceased, as shown by the
stamped and beaten ground, had stopped for
s long time and talked with some one; the

o
“Yes," he muld, after & moment's silence,

;uawilh nm;ullul-wl_nhh& "Y.E
was made by design—the design of an

mw mg - man

TR\ revepiion of fky Sgptlion 1 56 ¥ies
shook my still growing conviction.

“If in pursuing this track we find
imprints of this same foot on gther smooth
siurfaces of mold like this, and yon observe
that they are not numerous considering that

this is fallow land, what will you say then?" |
""Thal Providence slill cares for
His own. Come!" he said, rising and start- |

I went on.

ing southward alopg the trail of the culprit,
And, sure enough, we had not proceedod
twenty paces when we came upon another
glam-like section of the upturned mold, and,
lo! squarely upon the smooth and shining
face lay the print of the same left foot, not a
];iqr:l:‘r a tack wanting, not an outline
urred.

“What say you now " I oried, with an afr

and feeling of triumph. *‘How do you mo-
count for this track's perfect and nnbroken
outline?' I continued, for this track bore
unmistakable evidence of not having borne
the full weight of the culprit. This evident
fact staggered Blake. He stood gazing at the
footprint, when snddenly his face lighted up
as he exclaimed: "‘See!" and he pointed to
what proved to be the track of the same foot
Just off the square of mald and near the
track of the right foot though not so plaisly
outlined an the right, as if the culprit had
stood with most of his weight on the right,
fur he had stopped.

“I have it!" cried Blake. ‘'He stopped
here and looked around at his victim I'" And
on nearer and more critical inspection this,
from the skewed and wry shape of the track,
we found probable. If he did, as from sub-
sequent experience in criminal practice, I
doubt not, turn to look at his victim, he
must have seen that which filled his sonl
with unutterable terror. For as he started
on hissteps began to lengthen, and theh, from
rapdd, long strides, he had broken into s
trot, then into arun. Now he had reached
a declivity, when he had made great bounds
—like those df a stag—one leap measnring
no less than eightesn feet. Bo great and im-
petuous had been his speed that he had

dashed throngh an infirm old fence, as &
Irightened horse might.
ond this fence there was a small stream,
running down from the great hills; which,
beginning here, rise one above another in
range after range, like incipient mountains,
for forty miles southward.
Into this brook, at the time running, the

deonased standing between
the plow-handles, while
the other person had
stood baek some fen feet In the furrow-
Deceased then started on, the other
presumably following and still talking, until
suddenly and stealthily he had, from be-
hind, struck his victim with & sharp knife
just below and shaving off a part of the
fith rib of the left side and severing the
beart completely. The victim had fallen
forward upon the frame of the plow while
the horses, as shown by the blood, had gone
on some distance and until the plow had
fallen over, when they had stopped. The
hMIs o was found lo;:ne titll::in the night,
ure to come home having led toa
search for him, but uilln’mnllned
where found awalting the coroner's in-
quest, now in progress. The tramping
of a hundred feet had rendered any satis-
factory examination of tracks immediately
sbout the scene impracticable; but, for-
tunatoly, the people who bad gathered had
not mafficiently recovered from the first
effects of the shock to prosecute their juvesti-
gation beyond very narrow limits,
84dll governed by the impstuous move-
ments of my ardent friend, I soon found
myself following, with him, a track, south-
ward, ncross the plowed part of tlie field.
This track, when first seen, indicated a
person traveling in an ordinary walk,
snd there was, so far, nothing peculiarly
: l¢ in the foot-printe. ey might,
apparently, have been
one wearing a common coarse No 8
boot or shoe. But some 200 yards away
a8 I followed Blake, who was walking
mapidly, | heard him exclaim : *Look, Cully !
ForGod's sake, look!" I was looking by
this time st the imprint of the track we were

upon the surface, smooth as glass, of the up-
turned mold, leaving as perfect an impress of
theleft foot as if it had been made in puity
prepared for the purpose. Every smallest
detall of the sole and heel of the boot lay
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culprit had waded; and t lowad
it auite s mile each :-l:v. m‘:a':ti‘i
Wwe were unable to find any signs

emergenoe,
[T0 »® coxrinugn.]
ks Rl oot
HONOLULU COURT ETIQUETTE.

How a Hoston Oaptain Addressed King
Kamehamoha.

Captain Stephen Taylor, of Boston, spent
& good deal of time at Honolulu between one
voyage and another, and was always trented
85 a person to whom a great deal of con-

sideration was due. He visi
family quite often, and :ru &m&m
by his King Kamehamehs, who was

known as "“Kin - the A
mdﬂn;lhhrdﬁenu,outermy nfmlhmlﬁﬁ
i there was a state
Honolulu, and
all over the

covered.
“Why don't you take off gﬁﬁp-

tain "' asked a native who J: s
The captain vouchsafed no reply.

as the
hman said to him: :
adn't you better uncover, captain "’

.
“No!" sald he. "1
i a.n newuru'ﬂ&oﬂm;htlo
tiy

i i iy i et

; for
'“"""35 the next mo-
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rer had al
“Ah, Alphose,

Without being in the least disconcerted

talking to & man Ebnmno

Regnier au.a.n.llnud: 1 saw you

last,”

wmﬂ;ﬂ-dd-hﬁ Ho s,
“Was your husband on the stand
" :
AP R

nessem,

"x!t“mm‘h.
That's the
there's
to the
fon

stand.

kind of & man

anything to set
il of 8 worm

Sha Was Just Previeus Enough. 1

He ( to out of it

i £

we've of it lﬁ'
"

was goliag to say ''to

You found, what shonld Isetk?
You mins, whatshould 1 need

To make this bleak
Earth Heaven indeed |
— The Bpectator.

THE FASHIONS.

Meat and Thsty Bummer Oostumes for
the Children.

BY NOUMA BLAKS,

The suhject of children's clothes is always
an interesting one to all womankind, whether
they have children of their own or not.
The dear little garmenta look so “oute’’ and
are 80 sweet and pretty that it must be n

cold-hearted woman indesd to whose sympa-
thies they do not appeal.

Children's clothes were never: prettier nor,
more sensible than they are to-day, nor were
they ever more picturesque. The Knte
Greenaway and short-waisted Gretchen styles
prevail to a grest extent, though other
models of various kinds are also followed;
and while the short-waisted styles are very
fashionable quite as many little dresses are
seen made with long waists on with jacket
bodices, with pleated, shirred or full-puffed
fronts,

The becoming little sailor suit, with a
blouse waist and a killted or box-pleated
skirt, is an excellent model for service
dresses and for play, as it Is so loose and
ensy, yet withal graceful, giving perfect free-
dom to the limba.

A modification of this dress is seen in
sketch No. 1. In this instance it is made of
white serge combined with navy-blue flan-
nel, the waist, full sleeve and pleated ekirt
being of the serge, and the yoke, ouffs, belt
and band round the skirt of blue flannel,
edged with rows of narrow white brald. A
combination of light fawn cashmere and
brown velvet or velvetesn s also very effsct-
ive made after this model, which is also
suitable to zephyrs, ginghams and all classes
of wash goods. The blouse is made on a
fitted lining, to which the akirt is attadhed,
and the puffed part of the sleeve is also made
over a close lining.

8ketch No. 2ahows s preity litile walking
dresa, made in princess style of mode-colored
light-weight cloth crossed by lines of red.
The fall vest and skirt are of red
surah, and the waist and little front and
back draperies are of the checked cloth, or-
namented by bows of red ribbon at the side
and on each shoulder. The hat is beige
straw trimmed with loops of cardinal rib-
bons, and thelittle parasol ia also of thesame
bright hue

In the costume here illustrated for s girl
of ten we have a very becoming style, made
with a box-pleated skirt and aseparate jacket
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Margin Above Actual Cost Put
Into Practioal Operation.

or written to direct by

A 32-PAGE MAGAZINE.

810 of page 0x14, printed on Unted book paper,
and will throughout baa model -

WASHINGTON PAGES

Devoted to national subjects, men snd mat-
ters, which will be edited by

GEORGE ALFRED TOWNSEND,

known the country over by his famous som de
plume of - » -

“G ATH.”

Other well-known writers at Washington
will cover the various fields of general Interest:
A. B, Lymaw, Magon J. J. Noan, Jous B,

NEW YORE SUBJECTS

Treated upon by the most noted of Metropoli-
tan writers: Jom Howaap, Nwum
Juriax Bares, Braxtay H J. A. Yreme
(Feramors), ¥. B. BUnrow (The :

Discussed by such 1

HeweY Kivg, REomt. J. Busoerrs, Buamws
FIELp, FRANE Wirxmsow, Das Da Qurua,
H.W. Tavron, Mavrion TRoxrson, Oyrus
F. MoNpyy, 0. ¥. Hovoss, T. 0. Hansuwoa.

Womans WoRLD

In all its varied features dwelt upon by Jansy
Jure, Miniow HarrAwp, Ouivs LooAw,
Crana Berre, Mus. MAotson, NonMa Baaxs

EASTERN AND S0UTHERN MaTYERS
Taken up in moat interesting form by thos
Mpm'alon 'm*m

GENERAL MISCELLANY

Of Boionce, Travel, Wit snd Humor, Sports,
ote., eta., by such a5 C. 0. Anams, Gan-
nery P, Banviss, C. M. Sxvoza, W, H. Srveram,
DaN BrARD.

ORIGINAL STORIES

) TowrsesDp, Eawser Ds
Lawcny Pimnsor. Gun'n J. Manisox DrAoxs,
Miss Juwxn 8. Jupsox, Mas. M. H Casmun-
woop, Heery J, Foap, while arrangemants
are being perfected with novelists of wide
reputation for serials of & very highclass. ™ ~

ILLUSTRATIONS

ORBIT will contain original lllustrations made
expromly for the artioles s pages bn
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